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Introduction* 


IN  OFFERING  to  the  general  public  this  ''IIIos- 
trated  Booklet/'  I  desire  to  say  that  it  was  my 
intention,  only  to  prepare  what  might  serve  as  a 
Souvenir  of  the  Buncombe  County  Medical  Banquet 
Df  1900* 

Mr«  Fred  A*  Hull,  to  whom  I  confided  my  plans, 
kindly  offered  to  illustrate  it.  Nearly  all  the  members 
Df  the  Society  are  included  in  these  illustrations;  and  the 
trikingly  vivid  way  in  which  Mr*  Hull  has  drawn  the 
ialient  features  of  each  one,  can  be  testified  to  by  those 
who  know  these  gentlemen  best* 

Some  slight  changes  have  been  made  from  the  orig- 
inal draft,  and  we  trust  that  many  who  are  not  personally 
acquainted  with  the  members  of  the  Society  may  find  the  con- 
tents of  these  pages  of  interest  to  them. 

On  the  outside  cover  is  an  illustration  which  Brother 
McBrayer  had  Mr.  Hull  make  of  your  ^^humble  servant.'^  My 
well  known  fondness  for  dogs  has  been  the  cause  of  many  a  joke 
at  my  expense.  This  picture  was  to  have  been  thrown  on  a 
screen  the  night  of  the  banquet,  but  unfortunately  the  lantern 
would  not  work,  and  I  therefore  introduce  it  here. 

Very  truly, 

A.  M.  BALLARD,  M.  D. 


La)iiiii  ;iii(l  urow  fat ;  tli''ix''s  ii()tliiii;L>'  else  will  win 
So  well  the  ])i'ize  some  covet  who  are  thin. 
Behold  ]\lclh'a_v('i',  whose  weight  was  l)iit  ten  ponnds, 
And  see  how  hmiiliiiiii-  fatted  him.  why  zounds! 
IJe  weighs  at   h-ast   two  hiiiidi'ed  and  a  half, 
Yet,  nndismayed,  eoiitinnes  still  to  langh. 

Wdiih'    !  )o('tor   Aliiioi',  startf^l  some  years  l)ack, 
A'ear  the  same  time,   witli   weight  ahout  like  Mack; 
B(diold  him  now;  he's  eat  well  all  the  time, 
Bnt  isn't   fatter  than   a   crooked  line. 
Rethinks,   coidd   Elinor  view  himself  behind, 
TTeM   hnmli  till  he  i>rew  fat  at  what  lieM  tind. 
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Let  ns  think — should  we  uot^ — what  each  one  of  us  owe 

To  oiii'  ( 'oTiiity  Society,  and  ere  we  go 
From  this  hancinet  hall,  let  us  remember  our  host, 

I]nnc(»iid)('  County  Society,  now  with  a  toast. 

Since  toasting's  supposed  to  add  or  enhance 

Some  fla\^or  or  virtue,  there'll  be  a  small  chance 

Where  such  excellence  is  that  much  good  will  accrue 
Beyond  what  now  is,  Avhen  our  toasting  is  through. 

But  the  best  bread  and  cheese  have  been  treated  the  same 
'Not  reflecting  at  all  on  their  former  good  name. 

For  toasting  does  not  necessarily  add 

Anything  that  is  good  or  remove  what  is  bad; 

But  like  musical  tones,  the  flavors,  you  see, 

Still  remain,  but  accord  on  a  some  higher  key. 

AVe  toast  a  thing — not  as  some  people  suppose — 
To  remove  a  rank  flavor  or  kill  the  fly-blows: 

Sucdi  I'csults,  incidentally,  sometimes  occur. 

But  the  object  of  toasting  is  far  from  a  slur. 


For  wo  toast  the  fair  women,  the  belles  of  the  town, 

Though  we  know  very  well   should   we  toast   them  quite 
brown, 

We  can't  add  a  virtue  they  do  not  possess. 

But  their  virtues  will  honor,  we  know,  the  new  dress. 

We  toast  our  dear  friend,  or  the  cause  that  we  love — 
Here  the  instinct  to  toast  must  come  from  above; 

For  love  prompts  us  to  it,  and  what  we  love  most — 
Our  own  selves,  our  own  sins — we  most  often  toast. 

But  without  waiting'  longer,  lest  you  may  tire, 

Let  us  place  twenty-nine  men  close  to  the  fire; 
rhen,  as  the  notes  of  the  musical  scale 

Blend  together,  and  each  a  vibration  exhale, 
50  the  incense  exhaling  from  this  toast  will  tell 

How  the  whole  scale  of  flavors  in  harmony  swell, 
riie  hass  and  the  alto  inclusive  combine 

In  an  odorous  symphony  almost  divine. 


There's  Clieeselinroiioli  and  .Morris,  YaiiEergen  and  Gill- 
Tn  tli(^  cliorvis  tliey  sing  witli  a  hearty  good  wilh 
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Then  ]]attle,  the  courtly,  comes  in  with  his  part 

AVith  smiling  good  nature — God  bless  his  old  heart; 

Though  he  sings  a  low  bass,  yet  you  know  I  don't  lie 

W  hen  T  say,  notwithstanding,  his  tone  is  quite  high. 


I 


Voii   Ruck,  or  Pi'ofcssoi' — perhaps  I  slioiild  say — 

Whacks  his  (Iniiii  with  a  vim  in  his  own  special  way, 

And  as  l)ooni  follows  boom,  yon'll  hear  ever  anon 
Dr.  Chapnian,  next  to  him,  a-hlowing  his  horn. 


And  Williams,  you'll  find  him  of  course  in  the  crowd, 
IIi>  hmiis  ai'c  now  strong,  and  he  sings  pretty  loud. 
I  hit  he  sings  in  the  chorns  and  popular  key, 
So  attracts  one's  attention  much  less,  it  may  be. 

His  round  genial  face  and  robust  contour 
Pi'events  liis  escaj^iiug  the  eye,  it  is  sure. 
Ihit  the  sound  of  his  voice  is  lost  as  he  sings 
In  the  popular  chorus,  of  popular  things. 

One  must  change  oft  his  song  while  sailing  life's  sea— 
A  ship  trims  her  sails  to  the  wind,  so  m.ust  we. 
We'll  shape  our  course  straight  to  our  goal  when  we  can. 
And  with  a  full  sail,  will  sing  like  a  man. 

J3ut  if  popular  tides  and  winds  are  adverse. 
Since  we  can't  do  better  we'll  have  to  do  w^orse. 
Tacking  tliis  way  and  that,  and  trimming  our  song 
As  a  ship's  sail  is  trimmed  while  ^miii+g  along. 

Though  the  tide  and  the  wind  the  surface  control, 
They  affect  not  at  all  the  depths  of  the  soul. 
For  he  tells  even  plainer *by  actions  than  song 
That  his  love  for  old  friends  is  steadfast  and  strona'. 
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Tlicii   Aiiihlcr  comes  in,  twixt  a  trot  and  a  walk, 
He  keeps  excellent  time  and  ne\'('i'  will  balk. 

Jle  siiiii's  a  <i]a(l  ■-niio'  of  hope  to  all  tliose 

Despondent   I'eiiai'dinii'  their  throat,  liinii-  or  nose; 

And  if  he  can't  rea(di  them  \vith  his  soii^'  of  cdieer, 
Eecanse  they  are  deaf,  he  will  doctor  their  ear. 

lie  assures  them  liedl  <lri\'e  away  every  son  of  a  gnni 
Of  a  nnci'olie  from  ont  of  its  haunts  on  a  rnn. 

And  if  one  refuses  to  uet  n])  and  get 

That  nsierobe  at  once  is  a  cor])se,  yon  can  bet. 

The  Doctor  is  one  who  desii'es  to  accoi'd 

In  all  that  he  does  with  the  ways  of  the  Lord; 
Ibit  wdien  he  comiuds  the  microbes  to  leave. 

As  the  Lord  conij'idled  Satan  and  Adam  and  Eve, 
AVhen   FTe  caniiht  them  one  day  raisinu'  Cain  in  his  Eden, 

And  said,  "( u't  ye  litmce  for  more  room  yon  are  needin' 
Yon'll  find  the  wdiole  (^arth  will  be  space  small  enong'h 

Eor  I'aisinu  the   Devil  and  T^iin  and  snch  stnff," 
It  wonld  st'cm  that  his  jndiijiient  (that  is,  of  the   Doc.) 

Was  slii>litly  asipiint,  perhaps  from,  a  knock. 

It  so  seems;  yet  his  jndiznient  can't  be  mnch  awry, 

Eor  how  wonld  Doc.  live  if  all  microl)es  should  die? 

Self-interest  conti'ollina'  one  side  of  the  brain^ 

While  duty  prevails  with  the  other  the  same. 

Will  at  least  nndvC  anyone  act  a  bit  qneer — 

Like  the  face  when  the  off  eve  crosses  the  near. 


Had  the  Lord  killed  tlie  Devil  (the  wWy  n\d  fox) 

When  He  had  him  secure  in  tliat  nice  aai'den  l)ox, 

Wliat  then  wuidd  His  servants,  the  (  Icr^v,  have  done? 
For  to  Imnt  a  dead  fox  is  no  profit  or  fun; 

80  in  like  manner  it's  equally  true 

riiat  hnnting  dead  microbes  brings  no  revenue. 

Hut  the  converse  is  true — so  the  Doctors  are  led 

To  think — when  their  pay  sto])s — the  microbes  are  dead, 

And  their  patient  accordingly  now  is  assui'ed 

That,  although  much  depleted,  he's  certainly  cured. 

-< 
It  seems  when  the  Lord  set  aside  the  whole  earth 

Foi'  the  Devil's  own  nse  game  preserves  had  their  birth; 
Game  laws  were  enacted,  and  the  Doctors  agreed 

That  for  every  germ  killed,  they'd  save  millions  for  seed. 

"Lis  in  the  chase  and  not  the  prize 
Where  all  the  fun  and  profit  lies. 
AVhen  Doctors  run  the  microbes  ont 
They  know  exactly  what  they're  '  l)out. 
What  tliongh  their  ]^atients  do  succund)? 
They've  made  the  pesky  microbes  run. 
And  kept  themselves  in  strict  accoi'd 
^Yif\l  "Pseudo-Science"  and  the  Lord. 
Had  Adam  by  the  Lord  been  made 
With  care — and  dnst  of  higher  grade. 
The  Devil  ^vonld  not  then  have  been 
And  Death  woidd  not  have  entered  in. 


So,  if  we  are  not  riulit  when  ])orn, 
'J'liat  blest  eonditioij  must  be  won — 
VVhieh  once  achieved,  and  at  onr  best, 
To  ns  the  microbes  are  non-'est. 
In  other  words,  we  all  have  got 
To  heht  microbes  bv  a  l)oycott, 
And  not  make  way  oh  them  direct; 
The  same  with  Satan,  I  snspect. 
To  w^asli  all  cnssedness  from  man 
The  T).T).'s  nsed  blood  from  the  land^. 
The  AI.D.'s  took  from  them  the  cne, 
Bnt  called  the  Sernm  treatment  new. 
If  every  microbe  shonld  be  slain, 
Consumption  then  wonld  still  remain. 
If  Satan  and  his  wicked  horde 
Were  ]mt  to  death  by  fire  and  SAvord, 
Still  ])eo]>le  wonld  be  mean  as  now 
Until  they're  less  mean,  I  avow. 


Hodh  Cwolw*  S»«te  Library 


Kow,  'iijoiiii'st  all  the  si  niters,  a  WfMxk'ock  is  heard. 

He  is  known  hy  his  bleating — is  not  a  song  l)ird; 
Ijut  is  always  on  hand  when  the  seasons  conie  ronnd, 

And  eontrihntes  his  ])art  where  sportsmen  are  fonnd. 
AVith  Ins  short,  stnhhy  tail,  eari'ied  sometimes  erect, 

One  ean  see  that  he's  ganje,  or  at  least  so  snspect. 
AVithont   atiectation  or  ])eaco!'kisli   stmt 

He  goes  qnickly  aljont  any  ])nsiness  he's  got. 

If  he  rises  quite  early  or  late,  I  can't  learn — 

One  thing  is  qnite  certain,  he  catches  his  worm. 

As  an  evidence  he's  np  to  time,  and  no  novice. 

He  always  presents  a  l<>ng  bill  for  his  ser\'ice. 


And  Snwycr,  an'Ijosc  ])]ivsi(ni('  (jiiite  eqiialn  A[)()llo, 

V'du  heat  in   liis  sinuinu' — that  heatlicii  i^od  linlh>\v 

r>iit  tlie  Doctor  is  iiKidcst  and  lias  no  i(h'a 

lie  resenddes  A]K)lhj,  tliev  call  l>(d\'idere. 


Purefoy  is  all  right,  and  does  what  he  can 

To  sing  with  the  rest — like  a  good  little  man; 
By  practice  in  ]:)hjsic,  and  practice  alone, 

He  hopes  for  deficiences  here  to  atone. 
For  practice  makes  perfect,  and  helps  one  along 

By  tilling  his  piirse  and  improving  his  song; 
Yet  he  thinks,  withont  practice  or  merit,  they'll  let  him 

Sino'  ronnd  the  Oreat  Throne,  "if  the  Devil  don't  get  him." 


There's  l^roiisoii  and  liaird  and  Elinor  and  (Jlenii, 
A  quartette  of  handsome  and  nmsieal  men; 

They're  critics  of  mnsic,  and  sometimes  they  ]daj 
On  the  floor  v:\th  their  feet  in  a  i-ytlimical  way 
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Watson  picks  with  tlie  skill  of  an  adept  the  strings 
Of  Lis  (iviiaecological  Harp  as  he  sings; 

And  this  is  his  hnrden,  this  AVatson's  refrain, 

The  \vond)s  and  the  woes  of  wliieli  women  eoin])lain. 

He  dis])els  every  fear  and  rights  everv  wrong, 

And  toncdies  eacli  heart  hj  the  magic  of  song. 

Xo  heart  can  be  sad,  or  no  face  Avear  a  frown 

Wlien  doing  his  best  with  the  soft  pedal  down. 

Since  health  is  lint  harmony,  Watson,  yondl  find, 
I  an  sing  into  l+rt4H++w«A^  a  disordered  mind. 

And  cliai'm,  if  there  is  in  the  ])elvic  domain 
A  rcH'reant  organ,  to  diitv  again. 

In  the  echo  of  health,  his  song  is  repeated 
Wherever  disease  or  disorder  is  seated. 

For  be  it  reineml)ei'ed,  the  Doctors  to  come. 
In  his  special  line — and  Watson  is  one — 

AVoiTt  ])rol)(^  with  their  fingers  to  find  what  is  wrong, 
For  that  was  the  fashion  in  days  that  are  gone. 

They'll  not  put  their  finger  to  such  menial  use. 
For  to  do  so  there's  not  any  longer  excuse — 

Ent  finger  the  strings  of  their  har|)s — sing  and  sigh. 

Till  they  straighten  those  organs  that  may  be  awry. 

Though  not  a  musician,  in  fact,  I  nnght  say, 
iYot  a  singer — at  least  in  a  general  way — 

In  music  there  seems  to  be  nothing  at  all 

He  won't  whistle  or  sing  at,  if  he  has  a  call. 

From  one  of  "FacdTs  Fngnes"  to  a  babe's  lullaby 

There  is  nothing  in  music  that  Watson  won't  try. 


Crawford  sings  of  aeliievenieiits  in  years  that  are  gone- 
Of  the  fights  he  has  fought  and  the  victories  won; 

Of  hopes  he  has  elierislied  and  fears  that  lieset  him. 

And  how  he  snrvived  all,  and  what  life  has  net  him. 
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But  our  (loar  Brother  'rcmioiit,   with  more  cheery  tone, 
Sings  of  what  he  will  do  in  the  future  aloue; 

'rh()Ugh  his  hopes,  it  is  true,  are  uow  all  in  his  eye, 
Success  seems  assured  in  the  sw^eet  bye  and  bye. 


Tlieii  Jurdoii,  or  -lordnii,  luuiicd   after  the  stream 
That  eoiihl  wasli  away  sin  in  (»1(1  Pale.-tiiie — 

E\'eri  now,  I  am  told,  there  are  those  Avho  lielieve 

If  they  hatdie  in  his  smiles^  their  distenipcrs  will  leave. 


And   Doctor  ]\I('T>r[iyer — it\^  too  had  to  ])uu 

On  the  Doctor,  wlio's  full  of  i;oo<l  nature  and  fnn; 

Bnt  1  make  this  assertion,  that  lU'ver  a  hra\'ei' 

Had  as  sweet  a  toned  \'oice  as  onr  Doctor — no,  ne'er. 


Meriwether!    Ali,  j^es!     All  occasions  depend 

For  success  on  tlie  aid  wliicli  the  weather  niav  lend. 

A  dark,  lowerinj^'  sky  for  fishing  will  do, 

Bnt  for  fe^ti^'c  occasions  the  sky  shonld  he  hlne. 

There's  notliing  tliat  does  not  reijiiire  for  its  zest 
The  presence  of  weather  that  suits  it  the  best. 

How  favoi'cd  are  wv  at  <tnr  annnal  feast, 

.     For  we  lia\-e,  if  iiaiiiiht  else,  Meriwether  at  least, 

AVho  adds  \)\  his  presence  and  genial  good  face 
A  mystical   light  and  a  magical  grace. 

What  tliongh  there  are  those  wdio  presnme  to  declare 
That  tluM'e's  nanirlit  in  a  name  Irnt  waves  in  the  air, 

Yet  the  \\'a\'es  of  each  syllable  rolling  along 

Break  at  length  on  the  ear  with  a  tale  or  a  song. 

As  the  ocean  wax'es  l)rea,k  and  scattcu'  tlieir  s])ray 

On  the  rocks  and  the  sands  there  is  something  they  say. 

There's  a  message  they  bring  to  ns  on  the  lee 

AVhen,    with  foam  on    theii'    breasts,  they  come    honnding 
from  sea. 

Like  conrsers  atiVitdited — a  h arrowing"  tale 

Of  a  des])erate  fight  'twixt  the  waves  and  the  gale, 

In  which  fight  the  <>'ale  blew  a  hole  in  th.e  ocean 

That  swallowed  their  comrades,  at  least  a  large  portion. 

'They  tell  how  they,  l)y  their  speed,  had  contrived 

To  1)0  'mongst  the  nnndier  of  waves  that  snrvived. 

Having  told  their  weird  story,  a  way  all  their  own, 

They — exhansted — expire  on  the  shore  witli  a  groan. 

Or  when  Ocean's  liosoni  heaves  calndy  in  sleep 

They  whis]':ier  the  secrets  that  she  fain  Avonld  keep; 

So  we  hear  in  the  name  Merivx'ther  a  song 

Which  Xature  first  sang  on  some  bright  Christmas  morn. 


Pearson  and  Millender  also  appear 

With  J.  T.  and  brother,  Dan  E.  Sevier; 

And  with  a  voice  which  is  ck'ar  like  a  bell 

Whittington  aids  the  grand  cliorns  to  swell, 


S\      1}  a (\'n''i  vx       S  c  V  i^^  c  f      C  uS  t  . 


Each  honest  well  (some  think  there  is  none  snch) 
(^ontains  a  licpiid  jioi^onons  to  tlio  trmch. 

I'his  Millender  helieves,  meanwhile — 

And  thinks  he  shows  thereliy  his  style. 

Bntj  looking'  down,  the  trnth  to  learn. 

He  shows  instead  his  areat  Concern. 


3^\VVex\u 
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Dr.  Burroughs  appears  to  be  well  Tip  in  time. 

But  liis  siiioiiio-^  (jiiite  often,  is  but  ])aiitoiniine 

Yet  as  sueli  it  is  fail*,  and  eorreet,  on  the  whole, 

And  a  sign  there  is  ninsic^  perhaps,  in  his  sonl. 


F  stands  foi'  Flctc'li,  fi'oin  Meetei-e,  to  tiiiicli. 

A    Flctclici"  is  one,  then,   who  yields,  say,  an  iiieli'^ 
'Tis,  then,  a  inisiionicr  wdtciicx'or  we  sav 

Friend   Flet(dier,  l;ec-anse  lie's  not  linilt  in  that  wav. 


Can  a  goose  be  persnaded  to  lav  a  hen's  ego^i 

Or  a  river  he  tinned  in  its  conrse  if  we  hog't 
('an  a  wi(d\ed  man  ever  expect  that  his  ja'ayer 

Will  (diange   F\'ityV  jinrjiose  the  hreadth  of  a  hair!* 
Ko  less  an  al)snr(lity  if  yon  snp)pose 

Brother  Fletclier  can  ever  he  led  hy  his  nose. 
Still  he  sings  with  the  others  and  f(dlo\\s  in  line, 

Thinking  he's  having  his  way  all  the  time. 


And  like  a  di'iiiii  inajor  Stariies  marclios  along — 

Statiu'S(pie — as  if  iiistiiict  with  iinisic  and  song. 


And   Reynolds,  (|nite  iii(»de>-t,  witliont  iiiiudi  ado 
Steps  \\(dl  t(»  the  iiiiisic  and  woi'ks  his  jaw  too. 
He  follows  the  ])i(H'e]it  so  well  niidei'stood, 
'\o  do  all  his  ])atieiits  (when  able)  some  i^ood. 


This — re(|iiisite  first — he  tries  adways  to  fill 

\\dieiie\"ei'  preserihiiiii'  a   ])owdei"  oi'  pill. 

Of  I'ecpiisite  second — wliicdi  is  to  he  calni 

When  he  can't  do  them  ii'ood,  and  do  them  no  harni- 

T  have  oidv  a  few  \\'oi'(ls  to  say,  to-wit: 

He  don't  look  as  if  he  Avonld  harm  one  a  hit. 


If  there's  one  now  who  tliiiiks  lie's  toasted  too  nincli, 
Or  one  left  nntoasted^  1  sav  to  both  sncli. 

It  was  through  inadvertence,  Lnt  never  yon  mind, 
Eqnal  jnstice  each  o]ie  in  the  fntnre  Avill  find. 

In  that  hind  where  no  scapegoat,  such  as  the  word 
I've  jnst  nsed  (inadvertence)  ever  is  heard, 

In  that  land  where  no  one,  howe'er  obscnre. 

Is  ever  o'erlooked,  yon'll  be  toasted,  it's  snre. 

And  there's  scarcely  a  chance  yon'll  get  too  ninch  toast  on, 
For  their  skill  in  that  line  is  all  that  they  boast  on. 

I  would  fain  have  extolled  each  one  to  tlie  sky, 

Bnt  am  telling  the  trntli  and  mnst  wait  till  he  die; 

For  when  one  is  dead,  both  his  friends  and  his  foes 
Wish  the  poor  devil  Inck  wherever  he  goes. 

When  he's  minus  a  A'irtue,  we  say  he  Avas  ]>lus. 

Vice  versa  his  faults,  and  we  make  a  l)ig  fuss. 

Eulogize  and  resolve:  Whereas,  God  has  seen  fit 
To  do  Avhat  He  has,  that  it  don't  suit  a  bit, 

That  the  hole  that  is  left  by  our  brother's  demise 
Is  so  A'ast  that  to  fill  it  time  Avill  not  suffice. 
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We  tliiiik  since  lie's  dead  and  now  out  of  the  way 

AVe  can  say  all  that's  due  him,  ves,  even  o'er  say; 

So  the  latent  good  natnre  that  most  men  have  got 
Asserts  itself  now  and  we  talk  fulsome  rot, 

As  though  we  wonld  tell  them  above  what  to  do 

With  our  deceased  brother,  'least  give  them  a  cue. 

We  couldn't  afford,  while  he  lived,  to  admit 

There  was  any  good  in  him,  not  even  a  bit; 

But  since  by  death  opposition  is  ended, 

We  can  give  him  a  send-off'  well  recommended. 

So,  if  you  are  not  suited  by  what  has  been  said. 

Have  patience,  for  you'll  bo  well  pleased  when  you're  dead. 


•       .♦ 
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